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' Well, I cannot help believing that we were once together
before that altar.*

4 Indeed! I have returned to Venice a week, I have
not visited the church since we came back.'

* Oh ! this must have been a month ago.    It certainly is
very strange.    I suppose it must have been a dream; I
have sometimes odd dreams, and yet it is in consequence
of that supposed meeting in the church that I recognised
you this evening, and immediately sought an introduction.'

* I know the church well.    To me, I may say to us,' she
added, with  a gentle inclination of the head,   cit is, of
course, a very interesting spot.'

* I am entirely Venetian, and have no thought for any
other country.    This is not a new sentiment excited by the
genius of the place ; it was as strong amid the forests and
snows of the north; as strong, I may truly say, when a
child, as at this moment, when I would peril my life and
fortunes in her service.'

c You are, indeed, enthusiastic. Alas ! enthusiasm is little
considered here. We are, at least, still light-hearted ; but
what cause we have for gaity the smilers perhaps know; it
is my misfortune not to be one of them. And yet resigna-
tion is all that is left us, and------*

' And what ? ' I asked, for she hesitated.

* Nothing,' she replied, ' nothing.    I believe I was going
to add, "it is better to forget." '

'ISTever! The recollection of the past is still glory.
Bather would I be a Contarini amid our falling palaces
than the mightiest noble of the most flourishing of modern
empires.*

* What will your father say to such romance ?'

fi I have no father. I have no Mend, no relation in the
world, except yourself. I have disclaimed my parentage,
my country, my allotted career, and all their rights, and
honours, and privileges, and fame, and fortune. I have ai